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AUTHOR'S NOTE ^ViV);' 

With the exception of the Tar-Baby story and one other, 
all the folk-lore stories herein embodied are new, having come 
into my hands from various sources during the past ten years. 
The Tar-Baby story has been thrown into a rhymed form for 
the purpose of presenting and preserving what seems to be the 
genuine version. Those who care for the narratives themselves 
will no doubt overlook the somewhat monotonous character 
of the verse. When Uncle Remus <;ets himself to produce new 
stories in a form that would seem to be alien to his methods, 
it is inevitable that his efforts should move along the line 
of least resistance, which in English is the iambic four-beat 
movement, the simplest form of narrative verse. Under the 
circumstances, and in view of his environment, it is natural 
that he should pay small attention to the misleading rules of 
the professors of prosody, who seem to have not the slightest 
notion of the science of English verse. His instinctive love of 
melody, and his appreciation of the simplest rhythmical move- 
ment, would lead him to ignore syllables and accents and to 
depend wholly on the time-movement that is inseparable from 
English verse. 
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Art' dey had der frolics in de Tall, 
When dey 'scort'd Miss Meadows ter de baU, 
Wid "Sasshay, ladies! " an' " Balance all!" 
Dey had mighty little fer ter set um back, 
Good health an' good craps — but what dey lack 
Wuz good, clean water when de branch run dry, 
Kaze de river wuz muddy when low er high. 
Dey mought 'a' got a well by sellin' com. 
But de man what dugged um ain't been bom; 
So dey rocked along fum day ter day, 
An' hoed der com an' saved der hay. 

When de Sun belt its own up in de sky, 

An' de long drouth come, an' de branch run dry, 

Mr. Fox an' Mr. Wolf look like dey'd die; 

An' all de creeturs wuz in de same fix, 

Ceppin' or Brer Rabbit, wid his errytatin' tricks; 



He went his way, an' he had his fun 
Ef de branch wuz dry er ef it run; 
He loped along wid his lippity -clips, 
A-wigglin' his nose an' a-workin' his lips. 
An' his momin' drink wuz allers new — 
It wuz sweet-gum sap an' honey-dew! 



De km' what you fin' in de heart uv a flower, 
Er de poplar-leaf, ef you'll wait fer de hour, 
An' watch fer de moonshine's sweetenin' showerl 
But de yuther creeturs ain't cotch de knack, 
Dey wuz dull ez walkin' ter mill an' back; 
Dey never tuck notice how de birds kin sing. 
How de black bee zoons when he's on de wing. 
How de stars swing roun', how de flowers smell. 
An' dey'd dodge fiim thunder wid "Well, well, 
well!" 



An' de cat-tails tried fer to make a screen: 
De creeturs all laugh, an' den dey squeal, 
An' dey hopped all 'roun' on toe an' heel. 
Brer Rabbit, he ax, ' ' What's de hullabaloo ? " 
An' dey answer back, ' ' It's a spring fer true I " 
Den ol' Brer Rabbit tuck anudder chaw 
Er his terbacker, an' he work his jaw, 
An' sniff de a'r, an' shet his eyes, 
An' fling back his head, an' look mighty wise. 



Now, de spring had been dar sence de Flood, 

But one fine mornin' 'twuz full er mud, 

(An' ol' Brer Rabbit, he chawed his cud 1 ) 

An' atter dat 'twa'n't never clear. 

An' der wa'n't no google fer de creeturs ter hearj 

'Twuz mud in de momin', an' mud at night — 

'Tain't no use er talkin', dat mud wuz a sightl 




Mr. Fox, ez de tinder, watched over de spring. 
An' he try ter diskiver what kinder thing 
Wuz a-stirrin' up mud bofe night an' day — 
An' he watch an' he wait twel he had his way. 

An' one fine momin' he foun' some tracks. 
An' he shuck his head (I'm teilin' you de facts 1) 
An' he went off an' got im some shoemaker's wax. 
An' pitch an' rozzum, an' den an' dar 
He mould him a baby outer de tar, 
Wid leg an' body, an' head an' han' — 
An' it look like it settin' dar playin' in de san' — 
An' he hide hisse'f whar he kin see 
Whatsomever gwine ter happen ter de Tar- 

Baby-ee — 
De Tar-Baby-ow, de Tar-Baby-oh — 
An' den he hide an' lay mighty lowl 





Brer Rabbit, he skipped along at las" — > 

He skip sorter slow, den he skip kinder fas' — 

Kaze he use de spring ez a lookin'-glass. 

An' he seed de Tar-Baby settin' dar; 

" Good-mornin", suh, an' how's yo' Ma? 

An* how does yo' copperositee 

Seem ter segashuate ? " sezee ; 

"An' whar yo' manners ? You mus' be deffi 

You'll hear ef I hit you, an' you'll lose yo' breff!" 

Brer Rabbit, he wait, wid "Toobysho!" 

Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr. Fox lay lowl 



"You better tell me howdy! you better make yo" 

bow! 
No trouble ter show you ef you dunner how — 
Er maybe you er keen fer ter git in a row ? 
Good-mornin', dis mornin', I'll ax you once mo' 1 " 




Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr. Fox lay lowl 

Brer Rabbit, he stomp his foot on de groun', 

"You er mighty stuck up, but I'll fetch you downl 

You see dis han? Well, I'll hit you a blip 

Dat'll split you open fum hat ter hip! 

What ail you, man? an' whar did you grow?" 

Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr, Fox lay lowl 

Brer Rabbit made a pass at 'im des fer luck, 

An' he hauled off an' hit 'im in de eye — kerchuckf 

An' tried ter jump away, but de han" done stuckl 

"Turn me loose, you villyun, er I'll hit you ag'ini 

I'll gi' you a jolt dat'll cave you in !" 

Brer Rabbit draw'd back — " I'll try yo' pluck!" 

An' biffed 'im ag'in, an' t'er han' stuckl 

" You see dis foot ? I'll gi' you a kick 

Dat'll Ian' you down yander close ter 01' Nick! 





"'Turn me looif. rail •cillriiii. er Fit bit loii •ig'ii, 
ni gr roil J ji'll djl'll .ji',M'.>M (■«.'■" 



Des turn me loose, an' I'll let you go!" 
Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr. Fox lay low. 

Brer Rabbit hit de groun' wid his foot, an' say: 
" You'll be sorry you pestered wid me dis day^ 
So des turn me a-loose an' go on away! " 
Den he up wid his foot an' kicked 'im — blam! 
" I lay I'll show you des who I am ! " 
But de foot done stuck! "Will you le* me go?" 
Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr. Fox lay low I 
Den Brer Rabbit feel like he 'bout ter git vext, 
Kaze he spected eve'y minnit would be de next. 
An' he monstus sorry dat it wuz so! 
Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr. Fox lay low. 



Well, de yuther fool stuck, an', atter dat, 
Brer Rabbit, he grin like a Chessy-cat — 



" Ef you don't turn me loose I'll butt you flati 
I'll scatter yo' brains! I'll ruin you, sho!" 
Tar-Baby say nothin' — Mr. Fox lay low. 
Brer Rabbit, he butted ez hard ez he could. 
An' his head it stuck, let 'im do what he would — 
An' de Tar-Baby helt 'im hard an' fast. 
An' it look like his time done come at last: 
Mr. Fox sa'nter'd out fum his hidin' place, 
Wid a blood-red smile runnin' 'cross his face! 

He scraped his foot an' den he bow, 

He licked his chops an' den he 'low: 

" Howdy-do, Brer Rabbit? How you feel, nohow f* 

Wid a th'obbin' heart an' a shakir' knee. 

Brer Rabbit wuz skeer'd ez skeer'd could be. 

"You er mighty stuck up," Mr. Fox, he say, 

" An' I'm s' prized ter see it at dis time er day I " 



He walked aroun' — "Here's a gooba shell, 
I kin skacely believe itl Well, well, well! " 
He pulled off his coat an' rolled up his sleeves — 
"Now. I'm gwine ter show you des what I 
b'lieves ! " 



An' he grinned ag'in de grin dat wuz red, 

An' he opened his mouf fer ter let it spread 

Twel he show all de tushes in his head: 

He grab Brer Rabbit by de leg. 

An' you oughter hear dat creetur begt 

Mr. Fox, he say, " What I'm gwine ter do 

Is to pay you bofe fer de ol' an' de new! 

Oh, you nee'n ter talk : 1 know you er nice: 

But you fooled me once an' you fooled me twicel 

You steal my goobas, an' den you fling 

A whole pile er mud right in dat spring I 



" But I got you now, an' yo' hide I'll stretch— 
I'll I'arn you sump'n, you triflin' wretch 1 
rilgi' you de ol'-time Buckra tetch! 
I'll skin you alive, I'll drown you deadl 
I'll break yo' neck, I'll crack yo' head — 
I'll wallop you twel 1 make you think 
I'm de patter-roller, you wall-eyed slink 1" 
Brer Rabbit sniffle, an' den he say, 
" I know mighty well you'll have yo' way: 
You may drown me, suh, ef it's yo' desires, 
But please don't fling me in de briers! " 

De tar wuz so rank dat Brer Rabbit sneeze, 
But he still wuz shakin' in de knees, 
An'hekeepona-whimplin', "Please, suh, pleasel" 
"Oh, yes! I'll please!" Mr. Fox, he say, 
"An" I'll please myse'f dis very day I 




You mayn't be mine, but I think you is, 
An' I'm sho gwine ter bake you twel you sizzi 
I'll kindle de bresh-heap, an' fling you in, 
An' I lay dat'll cook an' crisp yo' skinl" 
Brer Rabbit, he say: " Des fetch on yo' fires, 
But please don't fling me in de briers! " 



Brer Fox, he study an' rub his chin, 

He rub it once, an' he rub it ag'in. 

An' he wunk one eye, an' grinned a grin — 

"riJ hang you high, an' maybe higher, 

An' III fling you in de big quogmire ! " 

"Do des ez you please." Brer Rabbit cry, 

"An' I'll ax no reason, fer which er why; 

You kin drown me deep, you kin hang me 

high, 
An' not one tear will drap fum my eye; 



DE APPILE-TREE 




Dat's a mighty quare tale 'bout de Appile-tree 
In de Pa'dise gyarden whar Adam run free, 
Whar de butterflies drunlt honey wid ol' Mammy 

Bee. 
Talk 'bout good times! I bet you he had 'em — 
Adam — 

or man Adam un' de Appile-tree. 

He woke one mornin' wid a pullin' at his sleeve; 
He open one eye, an' dar wuz Eve; 
He shuck her han', wid "Honey, don't you grieve!" 
Talk 'bout good times! I bet you dey had 'em — 
Adam- 
Adam an' Eve un' de Appile-tree. 



Den Eve tuck a bite er de Appile fruit, 
An' Adam he bit, an' den dey scoot 
(Dar 's whar de niggers I'arned de quick callyhoot), 
An' run an' hid behime de fig-tree. 
Talk about troubles! I bet you dey had 'em — 
Adam — 

Adam an' Eve behime de fig-tree. 

Dey had der frolics an' dey had der flings. 
An' den atter dat der fun tuck wings. 
Honey mighty sweet, but bees got stings. 
Talk about hard times! I bet you dey had 'em — 
Adam — 

Adam an' Eve behime de fig-tree. 

Kaze out er dat gyarden dey had fer ter skin, 
Fer ter look fer de crack whar Satan crope in. 
Dey s'arch fur an' wide, an' dey s'arch mighty well — 



•m 



Eve she knowed, but she 'fuse fer ter tell, 
or Satan's trail wuz all rubbed out, 
Ceppin' a track er two whar he walked about. 
Talk about troubles I Well, I bet you dey had 'em- 
Adam — 

Adam an' Eve an' all der kin. 



An' when dey got back, de gate wuz shot, 

An' dat wuz de pay what Adam got- 

In dat gyarden he went no mo'; 

De overseer gi' 'im a shovel an' a hoe, 

A mule an' plow, an' a swingletree. 

Talk about hard times I I bet you dey had 'em — 

Adam — 

An' all er his chillun, bofe slave an' free; 

Dey had 'em — 

Bekaze er de fruit er de Appile-tree. 




"I'm kinder loptided an' pidjin-loed. 
Bui -Jiatcb me keffi in de middle er di road." 



DE -G^TER yIND DE MBBIT 
GIZZARD 




I'm a-dreadin' er de water mo' an' mo', suh," 
Yalligater float up, ez light ez a feather, 
Wid a word here an' dar about de weather. 
An' how col' de water wuz down in de slushes. 
An' a grin on his mouf dat showed all his tushes. 



Brer Rabbit he say ter de grinnin' Yalligater, 
" I'll be much erbleegedef you'll show me de way ter 
Ride on yo'back." "Des jump kinder straddlin'; 
You do de pantin', and I'll do de paddlin'." 
An' right thoo de water dey went a-skimmin'. 
Brer Rabbit a-pantin', an' de Yalligater swimmin'; 
Brer Rabbit he say, " Yo' sho got yo' han' in. 
But ef 1 ain't mistooken, you er passin' de lan'in'." 



"You got good eyes," sez Brer Yalligater, 

"I been waitin' long, an' 1 ain't a good waiter; 




You ain't fergot dat day in de stubble, 

When you make me shake han's wid red-hot 

trouble — 
When you got me in de dry grass, an' sot it afire. 
An' I squenched myse'f by rollin' in de mire." 
Brer Rabbit he sot dar a-shakin' an' a-shiverin', 
An' mo' dan dat, he was quakin' an' quiverin'. 



" I been so sick, I wuz nigh ter dyin'. 

An' de doctor come an' foun' me cryin' ; 

He look me over from A ter Izzard, 

An' he say dat I needs some Rabbit Gizzard." 

Now, all dis make Brer Rabbit feel funny, 

But he up an' 'low, "I'm de man fer yo' 

money; 
De folks all say I'm a quare ol' creetur, 
Kaze I'm long been a-huntin' fer de Gizzard-Eater. 



" I got a big un, but she done gun me trouble 

Sence de doctor found dat she is double; 

I'm a-tellin' you sump'n what I ain't had oughter. 

But she has ter come out evey time 1 cross water ; 

De doctor say my skin won't hoi' me 

Ef my gizzard smell water — dat what he tol' 

me; 
An' las' night I htd 'er in a hick'ry holler, 
An' I'll take you dar ef you'll des but foller." 



Brer 'Gater ain't hurt wid too much sense — 
He can't write his name, an' he can't dim' a fence — 
An' he steer fer de bank whar all de trees is, 
Whar de Owl shake her wings an" wake up de 

breezes ; 
He swum an' he steered twel he got ter de dry Ian', 
Brer Rabbit fetched a jump an' lit on de highlan'. 




/I IVISHING SONG 




Ifs right over yonder at de head er de dreen — 

A-wish, wish, wishin' — 
IVhar de branch runs google, an' de leaves isgreen— 

Des a-wishin'. 



Mr. Fox 'II scrape de fiddle. Miss Caw 'II blow de 
horn — 

A-wish, wish, wishin' — 
j4n' de tune gwineter tell how de sheep shell corn — ■ 

Des a-wishin'. 

Mr. Rabbit, he stood dar, slicker dan sin — 

A-wish, wish, wishin' — 
A-lookin' at de gals, an' a-rubbin' his chin — 

Des a-wishin'. 



An', Ladies all, kin you read me dis riddle — 
A-wish, wish, wishin' — 




HOIV BRER TARRYPIN LEARNED 
TO FLY 




He flop his wings an' he wink his eye — 
Fil-a-ma-looner-leener ! fil-a-ma-leener-li I 

He see Brer Tarrypin layin' flat, 
An' he chuckle ter hisse'f, " Oh-ho! look at dat! 
It's a mighty funny place fer ter make a bed. 
An' he may be sick, an' he may be dead! " 
So he drap down slow, an' he drap down sly, 
But Tarrypin watchin' wid his red eye — 
Fil-a-ma-looner-leener! fil-a-ma-leener-lil 

Buzzard he lit a little up de slope, 
An' hit de gait call de buzzard-lope, 
An' den Brer Tarrypin tuck in his head 
An' lay des like he done gone ter bed. 
Brer Buzzard he holler, " Hey! hi-hi! " 
An' Tarrypin 'spon', "Ah-yil ah-yi!" 
Fil-a-ma-looner-leener! fil-a-ma-leener-li I 



"You keep yo'se'f shot up in yo' shell," 

Brer Buzzard low, "but I hope you er well?" 

Brer Tarrypin say he feelin' ez smart 

Ez what a man kin wid a swelled-up heart. 

An' a iiver all blue, an' a blood-red eye; 

An' he moaned an' groaned, an' he cried, "Oh, my!" 

Fil-a-ma-looner-leener! fil-a-ma-leener-lil 

" Better git de doctorl " Brer Buzzard say; 
" He'll kyo you, sho, ef dey's any way." 
" 1 done been saw 'im," Brer Tarrypin 'low, 
" An' he up an' tol' me dat my onliest how 
Is to fin' somebody dat'31 tote me high 
An' turn me loose so I'll I'arn how ter fly " — 
Fil-a-ma-looner-leener 1 fil-a-ma-leener-li ! 



Brer Buzzard he say, "Why, bless you, chile 1 
You kin count on me! " an' he smole a smile. 



An' a mighty good reason: he wuz up so high 
Dat when he hit de groun' he wuz dead, mighty 

nigh— 
Fil-a-ma-iooner-leener I fil-a-ma-leener-li ! 



Buzzard he foller fer ter see it done well, 

Wid " La, ol' frien'! it seem like you fell! 

An' all you hatter do wuz ter flop yo' wingsl" 

Tarryptn groan ; he say, "Byjings! 

1 know one thing, an' dat ain't two — 

1 know one thing wid my fii-a-mo-lool 

I know one thing, an' I know it right — 

1 know how ter fly, but 1 dunner how ter light I 

Sump'n n'er tol' me ez I sail in de sky, 

' L'arn how ter light 'fo' you I'arn how ter fly! ' " 

Fil-a-ma-looner-leener ! fil-a-ma-leener-li ! 



"irs GOOD TO BE OLD IF 
KNOIV HOIV TO DO" 



YOU 




"?t'tf dBoob to ht ^Ib if Sou ibnobi 
I^otn to Wo" 

Some fifty year ago, ef I'd 'a' been tol' 
Dat some fine day I'd be glad ter be oV, 
I'd 'a' sassed um all, an' laughed in der face. 
An' 'a' dar'd um ter run me a mile foot-race; 
I'd 'a' up an' 'a' cut de pidjin-wing, 
Kaze I allers felt like a colt in de spring; 
I'd 'a' whirled in de a'r an' lit on my feet, 
Fer when it come ter dat 1 couldn't be beat; 
I'd 'a' grinned right at um — but now I know 
Lots better dan I know'd some fifty year ago. 

Kaze now I kin set right flat in my cheer. 
An' call back de days fum year ter year — 




An' wid no need ter call, kaze, time I sets down, 

Dey all conies a-flittin' an' a-flyin' 'roun', 

An' all wid der Sunday doin's on. 

An' all der troubles done clean gone, 

An' [ sets up wid urn, er I draps ter sleep, 

Glad fer ler git my fun so cheap; 

It's de same ez a frolic — fer now I know 

Lots better dan I know'd some fifty year ago. 



No shade fer me! I kin set in de sun, 

An' hear dem chillun, an' see um run; 
An' over de hills when de day is long 
I kin hear de plough-han's homin' song. 
An' in de creek bo\tom—go-bing.' go-bang / 
1 kin hear de racket er de new-groun' gang. 
An' it seem mighty quare dat it come ter pass 
Kaze chillun an' niggers is under de grass — 



Dey er dar, dey er here, an' one thing sho, 
I never would 'a' b'lieved it fifty year ago I 

Little chillun die, an' you think dey er gone, 

An' you weep an' wail wid de mournin' on; 

Fambiy an' frien's, dey er toolten, too. 

An' it seem like de reaper won't never git thoo; 

Bofe big an' little, bofe young an' ol', 

Dey all got ter answer ter de call er de roll ; 

Dey answer an' go. Does you speck dat's all ? 

Is de oak tree sorry when de acorns fall ? 

Bless you, honey! I know what I know 

Lots better dan I did some fifty year ago. 

Dey all comes back, an' dey comes ter stay. 
An' you has um wid you bofe night an' day— 
An' I dunner whar yo* eyes ef you can't see 
Dem chillun a-stan'in' right at my knee. 



Wid shinin' eyes an' ha'r fallin' free, 

One little gal, an' little boys three; 

An' mos' eve'y day when de light gits pale 

1 ketch myse'f a-teilin' um a tale, 

An' 1 goes on an' tells it — fer now I know 

Lots better dan I know'd some fifty year ago. 



" Unc' Remus! Unc' Remus!" dey hollers at me, 

"Please tell 'boutde Rabbit what clomb de tree!" 

An' den dey laughs an' claps der ban's, 

Wid "Dis is de way dat Brer B'ar Stan's! " 

An' den dey mingles wid de chillun dat's new. 

An' I gits so dazed 1 dunner what ter do; 

An' when dey plays at hidin'- switch 

1 scratches my head ter tell t'other fum which. 

An' I never could tell ef I didn't know 

Lots mo' dan I know'd some fifty year ago. 



THE HARD-HEADED IVOMAN 




Now, den, honey, I tell you what. 

You'll be like de 'oman an' de big dinner-pot 

Ef yo' don't min' yo' mammy. You don't see how 

come it? 
Well, 1 tell you right now, you ain't fiir ftim it; 
You kin blin'fol' my eyes, an' I'll call yo' name — 
It's " HeHo, Mr. Hardhead! Ain't you 'shame'?" 
You kin grin an' twis' an' squirm an' frown, 
But I know yo' name by de way it soun' — 
Don't dull dat shoe-knife I Des put it down I 



Don't pester my pegs ! an' des drap dat awl! 
You'Usiichyo'se'fwid it, an' den you'll squall— 



Don 'tfool wid my filUn 's f don 't scatter de tacks. 
You'll drap urn on defto' an' lose urn in de cracks — 
Don 7 tangle my twine, an' don't chaw up my wax! 
What kin you do P Why, set still a minnit. 
An" de way fer ter do it is ter commence an' 

begin it! 
I tell you, honey, you done got so wil' 
Dat nobody'U b'lieve you er Miss Sally's chil'I 

You wanter hear a tale ? Well, you sho do skeer 



Kaze how kin you set right still an' hear me ? 
De ol' sow done got up fum whar you knocked 'er. 
An' de heifer is lookin' fer ter see who rocked 'er; 
You er sholy ailin', an' you'll hatter see de doctor ! 
I dunner what gwine ter happen ef dey ain't 
sump'n done — 




"YoH waiilfi' bear a lnli- ? IVell, you sbo' do steer m 
Ajf.* 6mf hill j-OH ill rigbl slill an' bear me?" 



He fotch home meal an' he fotch home meat, 

Yit she never would cook what he wanter eat; 

She wuz hard-headed, honey, des like you. 

An' what folks wanted wuz de thing she won't do. 

But she'd scol' an' quoii de whole day thoo; 

An' she'd be contrary, an' ack like a mule, 

Twel de neighbors all say she's a Friday-bom fool. 



Ef her husban' want grits she'd cook him greens, 
Ef he want roas' tater she'd bile 'im beans, 
Ef he want fried meat she'd make corn-bread, 
An' de pone wuz so hard 'twould 'a' broke his 

head — 
Ef she but had 'a' hit 'im he'd 'a' done gone 

dead! 
She'd kindle a fier wid sparrer-grass, 
An' gi" her ol' man de wuss kinder sass. 



She'd bum de spar'-rib an' scorch de tripe- 
When it come ter meanness she wuz good an' ripe. 

Her ol' man watch, an' wait, an' pray 

Fer de time fer ter come when she'd change her 

way; 
He spit in de ashes an" make a cross-mark, 
An' sump'n n'er tol' 'im fer ter wait twel dark, 
When de moon look pale, an' de loony-dogs bark 
An' put in de pot, when de big owls hoot. 
Some thunderwood buds an' calamus root 
Well, dat night de 'oman come in kinder late, 
An' she slam things 'roun' like^'OM does de gate. 

Atter kickin' up a rippit an' gittin' things hot, 
She built a big fier un' de dinner-pot; 
She put in some dumperlin's, likewise some peas, 
An" flung in a sheep-head on top er dese. 



De water 'gun ter bubble, an' de vittles it fou't, 
Twel de sheep-head butted de dumperlin's out, 
An' de peas went flyin' all 'roun' an' about. 
De 'oman, she strip off her homespun sack, 
Wid "No matter what happen, dat pot I'll crack I" 

She got de ax, but de pot see her comin', 

An' it jump off de fier, an' des went a-hummin' ; 

Mon, inter de woods dat pot did sneak, 

Beyan de branch an' way beyan de creek; 

It run an' run twel de 'oman get weak, 

An' when she got cotch wid a bamboo brier. 

Here come de pot wid a chunk er red fier; 

An' den she yell, an' den she squall, 

An' de pot wuz dar fer ter ketch her when she fall 

An' she never come back, and de pot des laugh, 
A-hoppin' an' a-skippin' up de spring pafF; 



TIVO TALES IN ONE— ONE T/ILE 
IN TIVO. 




An' sometimes you'll wake an' hear de wall crack. 
But it's Flee-ter-my-Knee a-drivin' a tack; 
Dey gits in de kitchen an' makes de pans leak. 
An' dey creeps in de closet, an' makes de shoes 

screak ; 
An" dey stops de clock — but der purtiest trick 
Is ter swing on de pennel-um an' make it tick. 



In de middle er de night, when you hear de dog 

howl, 
An' de bullfrog grumble like he talkin' terde owl. 
An' de killdee holler like he skeer'd ter death, 
An' de win' do like she's a-hol'in' her breath, 
And de moon slips along twel she fin's a cloud 
Fer ter hide behime, an' de geeses all crowd 
Close up tergedder, it's bekaze dey see 
Little Tippity-Toe an' Flee-ter-my-Knee. 



An' de katydids, wid der chatterin' song. 

You'd think 'twould take um all night long 

Fer ter tell what dey ain't do, an' what dey done, 

A-jawin' an' 'sputin' one by one. 

But, turnin' twelve, dey simmers down. 

An' you can't hear one fer miles aroun'. 

Deyer mo' dan willin' fer ter gi' de flo' 

Ter Flee-ter-my-Knee an' Tippity-Toe. 

An' chillun like you better keep der eyes skun 
So dey'll know what's mischief fum dat what's ftin, 
Kaze Flee-ter-my-Knee an' Tippity-Toe 
Deyer watchin' you close wharsomever you go — 
Wharsomever you go, whatsomever you do, 
Deyer wid you all day an' de whole night thoo; 
Dey'll raise up de kivver when youer in bed. 
An* pull at yo' toes an' tousel yo' head, 





^^HY THE FROG HAS NO TAIL 



W^V t^c f ro0 I^ajf 1^0 €ail 



Now. honey, you iissen, an' keep right still. 

An' I'll tell you 'bout de Frog what live nigh de mill: 

He stayed in de pon' when he wa'n't on de bank, 

An' hot days he stayed whar de grass wuz rank; 

He liked col' water, an' he liked de sun; 

He wuz marked like a clown, an' full er fun — 

When he stood up he sot, an' he hopped when 

he run. 
Day in an' day out he wuz much de same — 
Brer Bull-Frog dey named him, an' he answer ter 

der name. 



Pop-eyed he wuz, wid no ha'r on his head. 
An' dey wa'n't no tellin' when he went ter bed, 



Kaze he'd watch all day an' beller all night. 
An' de creeturs all say dat dat wa'n't right; 
An' mo' dan dat, dey say 'twuz a shame 
Dat any kinder creetur shill ruin his name. 
Brer Bull-Frog say, " Come along/ Oh, come! 
I ain't got nothin' but a jug er rum ~ 
Jug-er-rum ! Jug-er~rum ! I'll gi ' you some ! " 



De creeturs dey say, " It's wuss an* wuss. 
An' de fust news you know, he'll up an' cuss, 
Er he'll git so mad dat he'll swell up an' bus'," 
Brer Rabbit he hear 'bout de jug er rum, 
An' he smack his mouf wid a Nyum-nyum-nyum ! 
An' he study an' study how hell git 'im a dram, 
An' bimeby he went on de ol' mill-dam ; 
De water look so col' it make him shiver — 
Bull-Frog say, "'Tain't col' ez de river." 




De water lap-lap ! — Brer Rabbit's skin creep - 

Brer Bull-Frog beller, "Knee-deep! Knee-deep!" 

Brer Rabbit jump in — ker-splish, ker-splash! 

An' it like ter 'a' been de las' er his hash; 

He fotch a snort, an' he fotch a sneeze, 

[t made 'im cough, an' it made 'im wheeze — 

He allers strangle when it's deeper dan his knees. 

Brer Rabbit put out, an' put out faster. 

An' de Frog he laugh like a bull in de pastur". 

Atter dat, Brer Rabbit he watch an' wait. 
He riz mighty soon, an' he went ter bed late; 
He watch by de poplar, an' by de mill-gate. 
Dar wuz times when he'd laugh, an' times when 

he'd grin — 
He wuz fixin' fer ter take dat Bull-Frog in. 
Well, time flickered on, an' Brer Bull-Frog 



'Gunter think 'bout gwine fiim depon'lerde bog; 

He wash his neck, an' wipe his feet, 

So de gals wouid think he wuz mighty sweet. 

An' when he come out — Mon, he wuz drest I 
A long green coat an' a white silk vest 
Britches far ter match, an* shoes wld buckles, 
An' a green umbrell' fer ter keep off de freckles, 
An" a little cocked hat, full er green an' while 

speckles. 
'Twuz a right smart piece fum de pon' ter de river, 
So he done up his tail in de umbrell' kivver — 
Ah-yi I dat's sump'n dat don't seem ter strike you : 
Well, laugh on, honey, an" make folks like you I 



Brer Rabbit see 'im comin', an' des fer fun 
Made like he skeered, an' broke an' run — 



Brer Bull-Frog bellered, " Whar my gun ?" 
An' hopped on atter ez hard ez he kin, 
An' Brer Rabbit try hard fer ter hide a grin; 
He led Brer Frog ter a holler tree, 
An' in he went wid "You can't git me! " 
An' out he popped on de yuther side, 
Whiles de Frog hop in wid his umbrell' wide. 



De Frog holler out, "I dar' you ter cornel" 
An' he talk des like he wuz in a bass-drum; 
Now, oi' smarty Rabbit had done brung his ax, 
An' he hit de holler some right hard whacks — 
I ain't tellin' nothin' but de natchul facts. 
De Frog git skeered at so much mauHn', 
Kaze he Ihunk dat bimeby de tree'd be a-fallin'; 
Brer Rabbit wuz dar, an" when de Frog move 
He chop his tail offsmick-smack-smoove! 



UNCLE REMUS 

CAPTURES A DREAM 




But I've ketched um sence, mo' an' many's de time; 
An' when you ketch um dey er yone fer good, 
Kaze dey can't git away, an' dey wouldn't ef dey 

could — 
It's over an' under an' 'roun' ag'in, 
Dey flits wid de shadders an' flies wid de win'. 



You'll hatter be ol' an' natchally tough, 

Kaze de sights dey'll show you'll be mo' dan 

enough; 
An' you better be asleep ef you ketch a Dream, 
Bekaze ef you ain't it'll make things seem 
Like dey did ter de man what fell fum de tree: 
He struck a lim' an' he say, "Hee-hee! 
I b'lieve in my soul" — ker-blamiiy-blum ! — 
"Dat de whole wide worl' done got out er 

plum'!" 



De las' Dream [ cotch I helt it ter my year. 
An' I wish 1 could tell you all what I hear — 
Itwuz, "Oh, hoi" me tight! oh, hoi' me fas'! 
Vm de brefT what you see on de lookin'-glass; 
I'm de silver bugle, I'm de weddin'-bell ; 
I'm dem what stumbled an' dem what fell; 
I'm de or home spring, I'm de orchard path, 
I'm de big back-log, I'm de kitchen h'alh. 



" I'm de chap you toted when you wuz strong; 
I'm de song you sung him all night long; 
I'm de ol' red road an' de tryin' hill; 
I'm de creek an' de pen' an' de ol' gris'-mill; 
I'm de spinnin'-wheel an' de bangin' loom, 
De long, wide hall an" de upstairs room; 
I'm Mistiss an' Marster an' de Buckra man; 
I'm kittle an' trivet, I'm skillet an' pan. 



"I'm dem what go an' dem what come; 
I'm dem what march ter de beat er de drum; 
I'm dem what dance by de light er de moon; 
I'm de dance itse'f, an' I'm de chune; 
I'm dem what sung de midnight song; 
I'm de way dey went when dey went along; 
I'm de flutterin' han's (like dey ringin' a bell); 
I'm de 'So-long, honies! ' an' de ' Far'-you-welir 



" I'm dem what fiddled twel de break er day; 
I'm de torch dey drapped when dey went away; 
I'm dem what rambled an' dem what run, 
Dem what frolicked an' had der fun; 
I'm dem what plowed an' hoed de corn; 
I'm de plow an' de hoe an' de dinner-hom; 
I'm dem what looked wid de seein' eye; 
I'm de bended head an' de long 'Good-byl' 



IVHY THE BUZZARDS HEAD 
IS BALD 




He fm' 'im a poplar wid two big rooms 

Dat Miss Breezy keep clean wid 'er bran'-new 

brooms. 
An' he grabbled a place whar he kin hide, 
An' sleep wid bofe eyes open wide ; 
He lick his chops, an' he wash his face, 
Wid, " Uv all de places dish yer's de place! " 



Now, he been a-gwine dar fer some little time, 

An' 'twuz all so quiet dat he liked it prime. 

An' he feel like singin' a ol'-time hime: 

But one day, whiles he pirootin' 'roun', 

A-huntin' fer dat what never is foun', 

Ol' Miss Buzzard come a-struttin' by, 

An' view de holler fum de comder er her eye; 

She been a-huntin' a place fer 'er nes', 

An' uv all de places she like dis de bes'. 



She grinned a grin an' she clucked a cluck, 
Wid, " Laws-a-massy 1 what luck! what luck!" 
An' she laugh an' laugh twel her top-knot shuck; 
Den in she went wid a swish an' a flop, 
Wid a spraddlin' walk, an' a hippity-hop; 
She look ter de eas', she look ter de wes". 
An' wid 'lev'm little splinters she built her nes' ; 
A han'ful er trash an' a bunch er fuzz — 
She whirl 'roun' twice, an' dar she wuzl 



Bimeby Brer Rabbit come a-lopin' In, 
Ez smoove ez silk, an' slicker dan sin, 
A-chawin' his lerbacker wid a chuckle an' a giln; 
'Twuz dark ez Flugens, an' yit 'twan't long 
'Fo' Brer Rabbit know'd dat sump'n wuz wrong; 
'Twuz, " Somebody been here, an' I ain't glad, 
Kaze, whoever 'twuz, dey breff mighty bad!" 



Well, time loped on, an", when her aigs hatch. 
Miss Buzzard she sho had to grub an' scratch, 
Ez de sayin' is, but de grubbin* she done 
Wuz de kinder grubbin' dat wa'n't much fun; 
An' her chillun wuz greedy; ter hear der cries 
You'd 'a' thunk dey wuz starvin' right 'fo' yo' eyesl 



Miss Buzzard much'd um up, an' talk mighty sweet. 

An' promise um a dinner er right fresh meat — 

Brer Rabbit he chuckle, "Ez good ez wheat! 

But de j'inin' holler will des fit me. 

An' I'll set in dar whar 1 kin see." 

An' he sot so still, you'd 'a' thunk he wuz 'sleep, 

An' he fool Miss Buzzard when she come ter 

peep; 
So she stop up de holler wid mud an' sticks — 
But ol' Brer Rabbit know'd all er her tricks. 



She named his name, but he lay back an' sno'. 
An' do like he ain't gwtneter wake no mo'. 
An' den she say, "You're my meat, sho!" 
Brer Rabbit he 'low, " Oh, please, 'm, le' me outi 
You say you won't ? Well, I think you mought. 
In 'membunce er ol' times, well ez de new; 
Ef you won't you won't, so it's good-by ter you ! " 
An' den he went slippin' outer his back-do', 
An he leP Miss Buzzard a-walkin' er de flo*. 



When Brer Rabbit runs he sho' is a flyer. 

An' he put out ter whar Mr. Man had a fier 

Fer ter burn off de new groun* brush an" brier, 

An' he got 'im a pan er red-hot embers, 

De sort what warms you in de col' Decembers; 

An' den he run home ez hard ez he kin, 

Wid, "Oh, Miss Buzzard! Please, 'm, le' meinl'* 





DE OL STAND-BYS 





" IVaUrmillioi/s fresh fum de v 
Anjibody aill say dtyer fine" 




i' biilltrmilk fresh fum de rl'ut 
sour 'HOHsb fir Irr burn." 
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BRER RABBITS GICCUIf-PLACE 




r' 



Time wuz when de creeturs had difTunt places 
Fer ter eat dey snacks at an' wash dey faces — 
A place fer ter talk at an' a place fer tusslin' 
Whensomever dey happen fer ter git thoo dey 

Jius'lin'— 
A place fer smokJn' an' a place fer chawjn*, 
A place fer jumpin' an' a place fer jawin', 
A place fer kJckin' an' a place fer pawin', 
A place fer moanin' an' a place fer pinin', 
A place fer howltn' an' a place fer whinin*. 



Dey wuz gittin' 'longwell an' livin' ker-scrumptious, 
An' none but de camel wuz anyways bumptious; 



You mought er fed um on corn-meal mushes, 
Kaze dey ain't fin' out dey had claws er tushes; 
Dey never wuz sorry, ner sollumcolic, 
When dey laid by der craps dey wuz in fer a frolic ; 
Brer Fox know'd how fer ter tetch up de fiddle, 
Wid tumty-tum-tum, an' tumty-iddle-tiddle. 
An' "Gals cross over fum de side fer de middle!" 



An' dtm what worked in de heavy timber 
Er done got so ol' dat dey legs ain't limber; 
Dey sot off in a clump tergedder, 
An* talk about craps an' de rainy wedder, 
An' watch de dancers light ez a fedder. 
An' shake der heads an' do some frownin' 
When de fiddle wuz des a-singin' an' a-soun'in", 
Ez much ez ter say, " Unc' Time will free us, 
An' you'll soon be ez now you see us!" 



Now a dance at de best is a kinder mix-up. 

An' ol' Rab wuz slteer'd dat dey had some tricks up, 

An' whiles Brer Fox wuz a-sawin' on de fiddle 

Brer Rabbit wuz a-tellin' Brer B'ar a riddle 

Dat make 'im laugh twel he shake in de middle. 

Brer B'ar he laugh, but ol' Brer Rabbit 

Do like he done got out'n de habit; 

You'd 'a' thunk somebody had done hurt his feelin's 

Wid dey shiffie-shutfle an' dey jig-um-a-reelin's. 



Now, whar dey's any gigglin' de crowd boun' ter 

go dar, 
An' ter keep fum bein' squshed Brer Rabbit say, 

" W'oa, dar!" 
An' he call ter Brer Fox wid "Please play some 

mo', dar!' 
Brer Fox he say he bleeze ter men' his fiddle. 



An' oi' Brer B'ar stUI shuck in de middle; 

Miss Wolf up an' ax, "What you fin* dat's so 

funny ? " 
An' de answer wuz, * * Mr. Beans swaller'd Bunny. " 
" Lawsy me ! " sez Miss Wolf, an' she sot dar grin- 

nin"; 
' ' Brer Rabbit, you sho does need a skinnin' I " 



Brer Fox he say, " Des stop yo' chaffin'. 
You kin see fer yo'se'f Brer Rabbit ain't a-laughin* ; 
Ef trouble wuz ter come he look like he'd nab it." 
" Right you is, Brer Fox," says ol' Brer Rabbit; 
"An' mo' dan dat, I'd retch out an' grab it, 
Kaze I never did b'lieve in comp'ny-snigglin'. 
An' 1 done got a place whar I does my gigglin'." 
An' dey all un um ax'd 'im, " Wharbouts Is it ? 
De& show us de way an' we'll pay it a visit!" 



Brer Rabbit makes out he had money an' los' um. 
An' he holp Brer Fox fer ter fin' his rozzum, 
Hummin', "Yam spells tater, an' tater spells pos- 
sum," 
An' den 'twan't long 'fo' de dance, it broke up; 
Brer Fox stay behime, an', atter while, spoke up. 
An' ax Brer Rabbit whar his gigglin'-place — 
"It ain't so mighty fur fum de wigglin'-place, 
An' you sholy is hear tell er dat, suh, 
Kaze, once dar, you'll giggle twel you lose yo' hat, 
suh. 



" An' you may lose yo' hide — I've seed sech cases, 
Whar dem what 'uz quare got los' in quare places." 
But dis kinder talk wuz wuss dan no talk — 
Ef he know'd he'd git scolloped by a knock-kneed 
Mohawk, 



Brer Fox would 'a' went — dey wuz no needs fer 

tno' talk. 
So Brer Rabbit say he'd be glad fer ter take 'im, 
Kaze he too perlite fer ter up an' shake 'im; 
An' Brer Fox went, wid a gallop an' a wiggle, 
Fer ter see de place whar Brer Rabbit giggle. 



Atter so long dey got dar, an' Brer Rabbit show'd it. 
An' Brer Fox 'low dat he never would 'a' know'd it ; 
or Rab smoie a smile, an' den he to!" 'im 
How ter giggle an' giggle twel a hoss can't hoi' 'im ; 
■Twuz " 'Tain't ez you see it, but de way you do 

it— 

Dat big bush yander, you mus' run right thoo it." 
Ef it had 'a' been a track Brer Fox would 'a' flew it. 
But he run thoo de bush an' den he holier'd — 
He yapped an' he wapped an' den he wailer'd. 




MR. RABBIT RUN FUR- 
MR. RABBIT RUN FAS' 



Mr. Fox come along wid a han' ter his year, 
An' Je gals, dey holler, " Brer Fox, run here I" 
Mr, Fox, he grin an' show his tush — 
" Please come an" make Brer Rabbit hush; 
We wa'n't doin' nothin' but dancin' on de 

grass. 
An' here he come wid his mouf full ersass." 
Mr. Owl, he seed a n'er star shoot. 
An' he make his horn go toot-toot-toot 1 

Mr. Fox scratch hisse'f behime de year, 

Wid a "Tut-tut-tut! What's dis I hear?" 

An' de gals dey say, " You hears de trufe! " 

An' den Mr. Fox, wid a wiff-waff-woof! 

Try ter swaller Brer Rabbit, but he swaller'd 

de^i'r; 
He snapped, he did, but he never totch a ha'r. 



An' a mighty good reason — Brer Rabbit wa'n't dar I 
One star, two stars, three stars shoot. 
An' or Mr. Owl blow toot-toot-toot I 

Mr. Rabbit, fum behime de mullein stalk, 
Holler, "Ladies all, I'm gwine ter take a walk: 
I wuz makin' fun, but I'm sony I spoke, 
Ferall I say wa'n't nothin' but a joke. " 
" La, Brer RabbttI an' whyn't you tell us ? 
Kaze we likes you better dan de yuther fellers." 
Mr. Rabbit, he laugh an' wiggle his smellers, 
An' " De hoss-apple falls long 'fo' it mellers! " 
Two stars, three stars, four stars shoot — 
Mr. Owl, he laugh, an' toot-toot-toot! 



Mr. Rabbit, he say, " Youer in yo' prime; 
I'd 'a' tol' you dat, but you ain't gi' me time." 



BylYLORS MAIL 




BcfoM tnd duriiif the wir, and pertaps afterwards, the n^froes 
on the Southern plinUtions had in use a complete system of Inter- 
communication by meins of which all kinds of iniellieence could be 
tnnsmilted from point to point with amaiini; rapidity. When Sher- 
man swung loose from Atlanta for his march icross Georgia, the fact 
became known to ill the negroes on a plantation in tniddle Georgia 
— and to one while person — within the course oF twelve hours. In 
India, where the same system prevails, the results hive been attrib- 
uted to occult influences. It prevails also amoni; the African tribes, 
and was introduced on the Southern plantations (as far is 1 can learn) 
by a negro named Qua, who dlad in Augusta, Ga., in the thirties al 
an extreme old age. Qua had a grandson who was nearly grown in 
laOQ. The AfricM nunc of tUs graiidton was M'Buhi, pronounced 
M'Booloo,wUch wu corrupted Into Dtylor. The system of inter- 
. communlcatkHi was known uncmg the older negroes as M'Buhi 
Imiwandu— literally, Baylor's waist-doth, or breech clout— the meuis 
by which a signal, or a series (d signals, !s given in Africa. But it 
may be made to mean the song, the holla, or any other method by 
meuis (rf which intelBgence is transmitted. This information is as 
scanty as it is unimportant, but such as it is, it is the result of an 
torestigUion covering fc^ ytus. 
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V 




REyiyAL HYMN 



BAYLOR'S MAIL 





CAMP-MEETING SONG 



Camp^ia^ecting Jbone 



Oh, de worril is roun' en de worril is wide — 
Lord! 'member deze chillun in de momin' — 
Hit's a mighty long ways up de mountain side, 
En dey ain't no place far dem sinners fer ter hide. 
En dey ain't no place whar sin kin abide, 
Wen de Lord shiil come in de momin'l 
Look up en look aroun', 
Fling yo' burden on de groun', 
Hit's a-gittin' mighty close on ter momin'l 
Smoove away sin's frown — 
Retch up en git de crown, 
Wat de Lord will fetch in de momin'l 





De han' er ridem'shun, hit's hilt out tcr you— 
Lord! 'member dem sinners in de mornin't 
Hit's a mighty pashent han', but de days is but 

few, 
Wen Satun, he'll come a-demandin' un his due. 
En de stiff-neck sinners 'II be smotin' all fru — 
Oh, you better git ready fer de mornin' ! 
Look up en set yo' face 
Todes de green hills er grace 
'Fo' de sun rises up in de mpmin' — 
Oh, you better change yo' base. 
Hit's yo' soul's las' race 
Fer de glory dafs a-comin' in de mornin' I 

De farmer gits ready w'en de lan's all plowed 

Fer ter sow dem seeds in de mornin' — 
De sperrit may be puny en de flesh may be proud, 
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CORN-SHUCKING SONG 



Oh. honey I w'en you year dat red calf a-bawlin' — 
(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 

Den de day time's comin', a-creepin' en a-crawlin' — 
(HiO, MissSindy Ann!) 

le los' ell en yard* is a-huntin' fer de momin', 
(Hi O! git 'long! go 'way!) 
En she'll ketch up widdus 'fo' we ever git dis com 
in — 



Fer de los' ell i 



(Oh, go 'way, Sindy Ann 



Oh, honey! w'en you year dat tin horn a-tootJn' — 
i^ (Hey 01 Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 

Oh, honey, w'en you year de squinch owl a-hoot- 
in' — 
(Hey 0! Hi 0! Up'n down de Bango!) 
• The sword and belt in the conslelUtion of Orion, 




Oh, honey t w'en you year detn little pigs a-root- 
in' — 

(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
Right den she's a-comin' a-skippin' en a-scootin' — 

(HiO, MissSindy Ann!) • 



Oh, honey, w'en you year dat roan mule whicker — 

{Hey O! HiO! Upn down de Bango!) 
W'en you see Mister Moon turnin' pale en gittin" 
sicker — 

(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
Den hit'stime fer ter handle dat corn a little quicker— 

(Hey O! Hi 0! Up'n down de Bango!) 
Ef you wanter git a smell er old Marster's jug er 
licker — 

(Hi 0, MissSindy Ann!) 




En she'll ketch up widdus 'fo' we ever gitdis com 
in— 

(Oh, go 'way, Sindy Ann!) 
You niggers 'cross dar! you better slop yo' danc- 
in" — 

(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
No use fertercome a-flingin' uvyo' •'sha'n'ts"in — 

(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
No use fer ter come a-flingin' uv yo' "cant's" in — 

(Hey O, Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
Kaze dey ain't no time fer yo' pattin' ner yo' prancin' I 





" Ob, wort on, boj-s ! f^ive <lf{C shiii-ts a migblv tcringin' 
iH.-r O.' Hi O! llp'<i dita'ti dt fl.iM<i.'r" 
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Mr. Fox ketch de Rabbit, en he scratch um en he 
claws um — 
(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
En he tar off de hide en he chaws um en he gnyaws 
um — 
(Hey 01 Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 
Same like gal chawin' sweet gum en rozzum — 

(Hi O, MissSindy Ann!) 
Fer de los' ell en yard is a-huntin' fer de mornin' 

(Hi O, git 'long! go 'way!) 
En she'll ketch up widdus 'fo' we ever git dis corn 
in — 
(Oh, go 'way, Sindy Ann!) 



Oh, work on. boys! give deze shucks a mighty 
wringin' — 
(Hey O! Hi O! Up'n down de Bango!) 



THE PLOUGH-HANDS' SONG 





De co'n '11 be ready 'g'inst dutnplin' day — 

Dat sun's a-slantin'; 
But nigger gotter watch, en stick, en stay — 

Dat sun's a-slantin' ; 
Same ez de bee-martin watchin" un de jay — 

Dal sun's a-slantin'; 
Dat sun's a-slantin' en a-slippin' away! 
Den it's rise up. Primus! en gin it t'um strong; 
De cow's gwine home wid der ding-dang- 

dong — 
Sling in anudder tetch er de ole-time song: 




CHRISTMAS PLAY-SONG 




Ho my Riley! Yaller gal fine; 

She may be yone but she oughter be minel 

Hi my rinktum ! Lemme git by, 

En see w'at she mean by de cut er dat eye! 

Ho my Riley ! better shet dat do' — 

De w'ite folks 'II b'leeve we er t'arin' up de flo'. 

Den it's ho my Riley! 
Come a-siftin' up ter me! 

En it's hi my rinktum ! 
Dis de way ter twis' yo' knee I 



Hi my rinktum! Ain't de eas' gittin' red? 

De squinch owl shiver like he wanter go ter bed; 

Ho my Riley ! but de gals en de boys, 

Des now gittin' so dey kin sorter make a noise. 

Hi my rinktum! let de yaller gal 'tone; 

Niggers don't hanker arter sody in de pone. 



PL/INTATION PLAY-SONG 




Oh, swing dat yaller gal! 

Do, boys, do! 
Hop light, ladies, 

Oh, Miss Loo! 



Oh, tu'n me loose I Lemme 'lone I Go 'way, now I 
Wat you speck I come a-dancin' fer ef I dunno how? 
Deze de ve'y kinder footses w'at kicks up a row; 
Can't you jump inter de middle en make yo'gal a bow? 
Look at dat merlatter man 

A-folIerin' up Sue; 
Hop light, ladies. 

Oh, Miss Loo! 
De boys ain't a-gwine 

Wen you cry boo koo — 
Hop light, ladies, 
Oh, Miss Loo! 
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TRANSCRIPTIONS 

I. A PLANTATION CHANT 
II. A PLANTATION SERENADE 
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Hit's eighteen hunder'd forty-en-six, 
Christ is got us a place done fix — 

An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer; 
Hit's eighteen hunder'd forty-en-sev'm 
Christ done sot a table in He'v'm — 

An' 1 don't wanter stay yer no longer. 
You ax me ter run home. 

Little childun — 
Run home, dat sun done roll — 
An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 

Hit's eighteen hunder'd forty-en-eight, 
Christ done make dat crooked way straight — 

An' 1 don't wanter stay yer no longer ; 
Hit's eighteen hunder'd forty-en-nine, 
Christ done tu'n dat water inter wine — 

An' 1 don't wanter stay yer no longer. 




r 
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a. A Plantation Serenade jl ^M 


■ 


De ole bcc make de honey-comb, ft ^| 


De young bee miike de honey, H ^| 


De niggers make de conon en co'n. ^ ^H 




Eq de w'ite folks gits de money. H H 


■ 


De raccoon he's a cu'us man, N ^M 


m 


He never walk twel dark, 11 H 



En nuthin' never 'sturbs his min', 
Twcl he hear o!e Bringer bark. 



De raccoon totes a bushy tail, 
De 'possum totes no ha'r, 

Mr. Rabbit, he come skippin'by, 
He ain't got none ter spar". 
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DE BIG BETHEL CHURCH 





TIME GOES BY TURNS 
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A HOIVDY SONG 
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